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Stay With Me Forever? 


The room was stiflingly hot, smoke lingering in the air. People bounced off one another, high on life, adrenaline, 
and drugs. 


Hunched in a corner, Dave surveyed the room, a half drunk beer in one hand and a cigarette in the other. He 
was normally a part of the unfolding chaos, but not tonight. Tonight he was in a contemplative mood, something 


which had been bugging him finally rearing its head. 


It felt like they'd been gigging forever and didn't seem to be getting anywhere. While Metallica climbed every 
chart available, Megadeth were playing only the nastiest of dives. No home, no record company and, if David's 
van finally bit the dust, no wheels. Life had hit the wall at fall steam and Dave was feeling every thorny spike. 
They stabbed him at every turn; people calling him a loser; clubs hating them, rehearsal spaces kicking them 
out; record labels turning them down. Sure, they'd only been playing a few months but the market was ripe 
for them. Instead, everyone loathed them and it was fast pushing Dave to breaking point. 


Yet one thing kept him going, kept the hope alive. The object of his attention bounced around the room, all 
happy smiles and thick, wavy hair, almost oblivious to the shit they were in. 


Ever since David had woken him up at some ungodly hour, Dave had felt the need to protect the younger man 
David screamed naive farm boy and, when he was overly excited, that thick Midwestern drawl came into its 
own. It was Dave who had to chase off those who wanted a piece of David, those who wanted to fuck him or 
hurt him. Had to protect David from the names people called him behind his back. Because, fuck it, they'd 
better like being fed through a tube it they dared call him "Dorky David" to his face. 


But why all these feelings? Why'd he have to be so protective of some guy who'd rolled up from Minnesota? 
He wasn't gay. Fuck no, he wasn't gay. 


So why, whenever he looked at David, did he feel a strange sense of love. It was different to the brotherly 
love he'd felt for the Met guys. This was hearts and flowers and butterflies. 


Fuck. 


Dumping the bottle on the rickety rider table, he took a last drag on his cigarette and tossed himself into the 
melee. Grabbing David's wrist, he hauled them from the room. People called after them, but he ignored them 


all. 
"What the fuck are you doing?" David growled. 


Dave didn't look back, just dragged them from the club and to the street. In the darkened alleyway, he finally 
stopped. "I gotta talk to you." 


David pulled himself free and planted his hands against his hips. "You could've talked to me in there." He could 


hear the anger in his friend's voice. 


"No, | couldn't." Dave sighed. He could just about make out David's shadowy figure but he could feel the anger 


which emanated from him. "Let's go back to the room." 


Because they were from out of town, the promoter had taken pity on them. The room wasn't much, just a 
shaky motel room with a flaking door and a lock which barely worked. But it had a bed and that was all that 
mattered. And it was within walking distance. No need to spend an hour arguing with David's temperamental 


van. 


Walking from the alleyway, Dave smiled when he heard footsteps follow him. Eventually David caught up with 
him and, silently, they walked side by side. 


The motel looked like the kind of place frequented by hookers and dealers. It most likely was. Not that Dave 
cared; he fitted in perfectly. As for David.. Dave didn't want to subject his bass player to such places. Despite 
David's protestations, there was something distinctly fragile about him. Dave had already lead him along too 
many of the Devil's paths and now he was about to lead him along another. Did he care? A little, yeah. But if it 


was meant to be it was meant to be and everything would work out. 


Leading them into the room, he shut the door and shoved a chair beneath the handle. David looked at him with 


a shocked look. 

"What the fuck are you doing?" 

David was used to him flying off the handle and beating the shit out of people. He was used to being the 
mediator, holding down a flailing and cursing Dave. He was used to being the one who tended Dave's wounds. 


And now he probably thought Dave was going to lose it with him. 


He watched as David backed away, eyes flicking to the window, brain no doubt working out if he could make the 
single storey drop without doing too much damage to himself. 


"Junior, Im not gonna hurt you. Just wanna talk to you" 

"What the fuck about? | don't like you propping the door like that” 

"| just wanna talk," Dave whispered. 

David must have sensed something because, when Dave dropped to the bed, he stepped closer. 
"What do you wanna talk about?" 


David stood before him and Dave just stared at his skinny jean clad legs. Stretching out a hand, he hooked his 


fingers into the pocket of David's jeans and drew him closer. 
"What are you doing?" David's voice was softer, the anger melting away. 


"David" His own voice stalled, fear and the strangeness of using his friend's given name riding through him. But 


David stepped closer, obviously sensing the change in the energy. 
A hand came to rest on his shoulder and he shivered, yet he still didn't dare to look up. 


"David" He sighed and paused again. "David, I've got." He swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. "I've got a bunch of 


feelings an’ | don't know what to do about ‘em.” 


The hand tightened around his shoulder and he shuddered beneath the strong fingers. He could feel his throat 
tightening and his eyes becoming gritty. 


"How are you feelin'?" 
Dave didn't want to say anything, didn't want to admit to what screamed through his soul. Didn't want to admit 


that for so many years his screamings that he hated gays were wrong and that he'd been covering up for 
something far deeper. 


"|. | | have feelings for you," he finally whispered. 


David's hand dropped away and Dave felt his heart drop with it. "Look, | know you were raised religious an’ all 


an’ I'm sorry. | understand if you wanna leave the band or don't want to see me any more." 


An uncomfortable silence fell between them and Dave squirmed, ready to make a move and leave. Instead, the 
hand returned, holding him down. The fingers slid along his jaw, lifting his eyes. David stared down at him, eyes 
soft. 


‘Love is love, Dave," David softly began. "I was raised to believe that God loves everyone and it doesn't matter 


who they love. As long as they're truly in love he doesn't care who they're with." 


Dave felt his heart begin to soar, the beauty of his bass player's words getting beneath his skin. David's 
fingers clasped his chin, holding him tight. They looked at one another, unsure of what to do next. Shaking, he 
got to his feet, hands sliding along David's jaw and into his hair. 


"How do you feel? About me?" 


David licked his lips, eyes dark and flicking back and forth. "I don't know. | mean, | like you a heck of a lot and 


I'm always gonna be beside you." 

"Can 1?" 

David's eyes finally settled on him. "Can you what?" 

"Kiss you?" 

He watched David's Adam's apple rise and fall, the silence growing once more. 
"Sure," he softly replied. 


His heart hammered against his ribcage and he leaned closer, gently holding David. Their lips brushed, barely 
touching, and Dave took a deep, shuddering breath, an electricity passing through them. David's lips were as 
soft as a butterfly's wing. He could feel himself begin to tremble, the feelings tickling his skin and seeping 
beneath his skin. His fingers tangled in David's hair, pulling him closer and deepening the kiss. David didn't fight 
him, giving in as their lips moved, tongues tentatively beginning to explore. He heard David gasp, arms draping 
around Dave's shoulders and holding him tight. Something was changing between them, exploding and enveloping 


them. 


Wrapping his arms around the smaller man, Dave gently lifted him, never breaking the kiss as he laid them 
both on the bed. Hovering over David, he managed a curt smile before resuming the gentle kisses. No matter 


what his brain had said, no matter what everyone around him would say, lying with David felt like the most 


natural thing in the world. It felt as though they had been made for one another, two pieces of the same 
puzzle finally fitting together. His soul felt as though it was singing, calling to the one that sang the same song 
as his. For so long he'd hunted for that person, always singing that song, and now he had found them. 


Hands slid along his back, tugging at the hem of his t-shirt before coming to rest in his hair. Shivers tickled 
his body as David contentedly hummed. He wondered if David had ever suspected this would happen? Wondered 
if that was why he stayed by Dave's side? Wondered if he had been too nervous to bring it up? 


David bucked his hips, his erection pressing into Dave's thigh and all his doubts and questions melted away. 
Resting his head on David's shoulder, he panted, hands ghosting along his bass player's ribs. 


"You want this?" he whispered, lips touching the soft curve of David's throat. 


Oh, how he wanted it. Wanted to explore every inch of David's flesh. Wanted to find the spots which made him 


scream with pleasure. Wanted to discover what it was like to lose control and fall in love. 


Beneath him, David stilled, hands loosening against him. Dave felt him turn his head, warm breath brushing the 
back of his neck. Lifting his head, he looked into those huge, almond shaped eyes, the ones he had fantasied 


about losing himself in so often. There was a hint of worry to them. 

"I just don't want to be a quick fuck to you." 

Dave felt as though he was going to cry. The asshole image he'd spent so many years with was disappearing, 
crumpling away like burning paper. He wanted to lay his soul on the line for David to see, wanted to show him 


his most innermost thoughts and fears. 


"No," he managed to whisper. "You'll never be a quick fuck. You're worth so much fuckin’ more than that. Fuck, 


| shouldn't even be the one doing this with you." 


A hand brushed stray strands of hair from before his eyes and he watched David smile. "Why shouldn't you 


be the one?" 
"Because you deserve so much fuckin’ better than me." 


David chuckled, a soft, friendly kind of sound and Dave gave in as he was blessed with another kiss. "No, you're 
perfect. Couldn't ask for anyone better." 


That was all he needed to hear, his heart swelling with the waves of love that were being bestowed on him. 


Clothes disappeared and hands roamed over naked bodies, touching and experimenting, soft sighs filling the air. 
Lips came and went, gliding over the spots which made the other howl and shudder with pleasure. As the night 
carried on, they wound themselves around one another, finally discovering the true meaning of love. As the 
sun had started to rise, they'd finally drifted to sleep, Dave whispering, "Stay with me forever?" 


David's exhausted kiss told him all he needed to know. 
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Two cold feet were planted in the small of his back, pushing him closer to the edge of the bed. A husky 
chuckle reached his ears as he finally tumbled to the floor. Raising himself to his knees, Dave glared at the 


bed's other occupant, but there was no way he could remain angry for long. 


David grinned at him, curled on the far side of the huge bed, the covers balled around him. They'd been 
together for nearly thirty years and, through all the ups and downs, David had remained his constant. Even 
though they'd aged, David was as playful as he'd been when they'd first met, forever making Dave laugh. 


"You know you love me," David started. 
Getting to his feet, Dave grabbed his bath robe and tossed it around himself before tossing a grin towards his 


lover. Yep, even all these years later David still had him wrapped around his little finger. Time to get coffee 
and breakfast started ‘cause it looked like someone wanted breakfast in bed. 


